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SEVENTH  grade  at  Leroy 
Martin  School,  30  kids  or  so, 
was  on  tour  of  City  Hall.  When 
they  marched  single  file  into 
the  courtroom,)  bystander 
quipped,  '.'JuvenU?  delinquen- 
cy is  really  on  the  lise." 

GENERAL  SERVICES  Di- 
rector George  Cherry  is  still 
having  headaches  with  the 
greenery  in  the  State  House. 
A  reporter  told  him,  "The 
latest  batch  of  plants  are  dy- 
ing ..  .  It's  a  drainage  prob- 
lem." 

"I  didn't  design  the  build- 
ing," snapped  George.  "Any 
housewife  -knows  you  gotta , 
have  a  hole  in  the  bottom  of 
the  flower  pot."  - 

It  seems  that  the  State  House 
"flower  pots"  were  made  with- 
out holes.  So  the  stagnant  wa- 
ter rots  the  plant  roots. 

THE  photographs  show  the 
girls  with  the  high  hair  ar- 
rangements,, tied  in  back  with 
big  ribbons,  and  the  high  lace 
collars.  One  picture  shows 
the  football  team,  nose  guards 
hanging  at  the  players'  chests. 

The  pnotos  are  in  "The  Rat- 
tler," the  1909  edition  of  the 
Raleigh  High  School  year- 


book. The  principal  that  year 
was  Profe;ssor  Hugh  Morson, 
for  whom  Hugh  Morson  High 
School  was  later  named.  Tne 
yearbook  was  loaned  to  us  by 
Miss  Gladys  Dewar  of  1814 
Wilshire  Ave.,  who  was  a 
member  of  that  class  of  1909. 

The  little  yearbook  of  1909 
was  dedicated  to  Principal 
Morson,  and  carried  a  bio- 
graphical sketch  of  him.  A  Vir- 
giniaUj  Morson  came  to  Ra- 
leigh m  1877  and  subsequent- 
ly helped  establish  the  Raleigh 
Male  Academy.  In  1905  he  be- 
came principal  of  the  new  Ra- 
leigh High  School.  The  1909 
yearbook  said  of  him,  "Mr. 
Morson  will  be  known  in  the  i 
educational  history  of  North 
Carolina  as  one  of  the  State's 
truly  great  teachers  .  .  .  Thor- 
oughness of  instruction  and  the 
inculcation  of  noble,  manly  ] 
ideals  of  character  have  ever 
been  the  highest  aims  of  Mr. 
Morson." 

Now  that  the  Hugh  Morson 
High  SchooJ  building  is  being 
torn  down  to  make  room  for  a 
a  new  federal  building,  Miss 
Dewar  is  concerned  that  her 
principal  will  no  longer  have  a 
school  named  after  nim.  "It's 
«  ^ame,"  she  said. 
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"  His  life  is  gentle,  and  the  elements 
So  mix'd  in  him  that  Nature  might  stand 
And  say  to  all  the  world, 

'  This  AS  a  man  I '  " 


Biographical  Sketch 

Hugh  Morson,  the  Principal  of  the  Raleigh  High  School, 
was  born  at  Little  Falls,  near  Fredericksburg,  Stafford 
County,  Va.,  1850.  His  father,  Dr,  Hugh  Morson,  though 
he  lived  on  his  farm  in  later  life,  was  at  an  earlier  period  a 
surgeon  in  the  United  States  Navy,  serving  with  the  cele- 
brated Lieutenant  Maury,  the  first  man  to  make  a  systematic 
study  of  the  currents  and  the  bottom  of  the  sea.  His  mother 
was,  before  her  marriage  to  Dr.  Morson,  Miss  Rosalie  Light- 
foot.  He  was  prepared  for  college  at  the  academy  of  Judge 
Coleman,  and  went  to  the  University  of  Virginia  in  1869, 
remaining  two  years. 

Mr,  Morson's  first  experience  as  a  teacher  was  gained  as 
a  private  tutor  in  the  family  of  Col.  Thos.  Carter,  in  King 
William  Coimty,  Va.  In  1874  he  moved  to  Hillsboro,  IST.  C, 
where  he  taught  in  the  military  academy  of  Homer  and 
Graves.  From  Hillsboro  he  moved  to  Raleigh,  in  1877, 
where  he  first  taught  with  a  Mr.  Scott,  In  1878  Mr,  Morson 
and  Capt,  John  Fray  established  the  Raleigh  Male  Academy, 
successor  of  the  old  Lovejoy  Academy,  on  the  site  of  what 
is  now  the  Governor's  Mansion.  The  following  spring  Mr. 
Morson  married  Miss  Sallie  Field,  of  Port  Royal,  Va,, 
and  settled  permanently  in  Raleigh,  In  1884  the  Raleigh 
Male  Academy  was  moved  to  Blood  worth  St.,  between  Eden- 
ton  and  J  ones  streets.  Captain  Fray  died  in  1886,  and  soon 
afterwards  Mr.  Morson  formed  a  partnership  with  Capt,  C, 
B.  Denson,  The  school  was  conducted  by  Mr,  Morson  and 
Captain  Denson  for  thirteen  yeaxs.  After  Captain  Denson 
retired  Mr.  Morson  managed  the  Raleigh  Male  Academy 
alone  until  1905,  when  he  became  Principal  of  the  High 
School  which,  under  his  competent  supervision,  has  developed 
to  a  remarkable  degree  during  the  past  four  years. 
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Mr,  Morson  will  be  known  in  the  educational  history  of 
North  Carolina  as  one  of  the  State's  truly  great  teachers. 
Few  others,  perhaps,  have  exerted  a  greater  influence  upon 
the  destiny  of  ISTorth  Carolina  than  this  modest  and  "alto- 
gether private  individual."  Many  of  the  men,  in  every  call- 
ing of  life,  engaged  in  every  form  of  activity,  who  have  pro- 
moted and  are  promoting  the  educational,  industrial  and 
scientific  interests  of  the  commonwealth  in  the  period  of  un- 
precedented grovpth  it  is  now  undergoing,  owe  a  large  part  of 
their  efficiency  and  character  to  Mr.  Hugh  Morson.  If  any 
one  doubts  this  he  should  talk  with  some  of  the  "old  boys" 
and  those  who  have  assisted  Mr.  Morson  at  various  times  in 
his  teaching.  It  is  the  writer's  pleasure  to  know  many  of 
these,  and  he  can  truthfully  say  that  'none  knows  him  but 
to  love  him,  none  names  him  but  to  praise.' 

Thoroughness  of  instruction  and  the  inculcation  of  noble, 
manly  ideals  of  character  have  ever  been  the  highest  aims  of 
Mr.  Morson.  Abjuring  educational  fads,  he  has  been  wont 
to  stress  the  fundamentals  of  education  rather  than  to  dissi- 
pate his  energy  in  teaching  subjects  for  which  his  facilities 
were  inadequate.  In  the  athletic  and  other  contests  of  the 
schools  of  which  he  has  been  the  head,  he  has  invariably  re- 
pudiated everything  that  might  smack  of  fraud  or  deception. 
Singularly  candid  in  his  dealings  with  students,  they  have 
with  few  exceptions  been  unreserved  in  their  attitude  toward 
him. 

The  students  of  the  High  School  are  justly  proud  of  their 
Principal.  They  know  that  they  have  in  him  no  ordinary 
man ;  that  they  have  in  him  a  Christian  gentleman  of  the 
highest  type,  and  an  accomplished  scholar,  albeit  one  who  is 
characterized  by  an  almost  excessive  modesty  and  an  almost 
too  strict  devotion  to  duty.  It  is  their  sincerest  hope  that 
he  may  for  many  years  longer  preside  over  the  destinies  of 
the  Raleigh  High  School,  until  that  institution  becomes  the 
"bright  morning  star"  of  the  North  Carolina  public  school 
system. 
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A  Chronicle  of  the  Class  of  '09 

December  19,  1905. 
Our  Christmas  holidays  are  here  after  our  first  term  in  the 
High  School.  It  seems  a  long  time  (although  it  has  been 
only  a  few  months)  since  a  crowd  of  anxious  boys  and  girls 
waited  to  see  if  their  names  were  on  the  list  of  those  who  had 
completed  the  Grammar  School  Course  and  were  ready  to 
take  up  higher  Avork.  There  are  thirty-two  in  our  class ;  won- 
der how  many  will  be  with  us  in  May  of  1909  ?  At  first  our 
work  was  confusing;  why  should  one  use  x's  and  z's  when  a 
problem  is  much  easier  worked  by  arithmetic  ?  And  Latin 
is  so  hard ;  our  brains  were  in  a  whirl  with  declensions,  con- 
jugations and  "indirect  discourse."  But  we  are  getting  more 
used  to  things  now,  and  perhaps  our  marks  will  improve. 

May  20,  1906. 

Exams,  are  over,  and  of  course  we  all  passed,  for  we  are 
soon  to  be  sophs,  and  the  first  Freshman  Class  of  old  R.  H.  S. 
is  no  more. 

April  19,  1907. 

Thank  goodness,  this  year  is  nearly  over !  We  have  been 
throiigh  the  wars  with  Csesar,  but  needless  to  say,  we  have  not 
enjoyed  the  journey  so  much  as  that  venerable  hero  evidently 
did.  Our  trials  in  our  other  studies  have  increased  a  hun- 
dredfold, and  we  have  found  out  that  being  a  soph  is  more 
work  than  play. 

May  15,  1908. 

We  are  juniors  now,  and  feel  quite  big;  but  oh,  how  we 
envy  those  seniors  their  privileges !  Senior  meetings  are 
quite  the  rage,  and  we  are  not  sorry,  for  on  the  occasion  of 
each  we  are  excused  from  at  least  one  recitation.  Our  trials 
with  math,  this  year  are  enough  to  drive  one  distracted, 
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CARL  LEOX  BETTS. 


''His  only  books 
Were  icotnan's  looks." 

Age  17.  Height  5  ft.  11%  in.  Weight  150  lbs 

President  P.  L.  S. 
Captain  of  Football  Team  '08. 
Sec.  and  Treas.  Athletic  Association. 
President  of  Senior  Class. 
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and  our  neat  books  of  originals,  over  which  much  midnight 
oil  was  wasted,  prove  that  we  toiled  much. 

We  have  just  seen  the  first  class  graduate  from  the  High 
School ;  everything  has  been  very  gay  for  them  and  events 
have  passed  off  smoothly  enough  until  the  day  of  the  junior 
picnic,  when  a  representative  from  each  of  the  two  upper 
classes  distinguished  herself  by  trying  to  end  their  exist- 
ence in  JSTeuse  River. 

September  26,  1908. 
This  year  we  are  Seniors — old  and  dignified — and  in  our 
brand-new  building.  Our  class  has  decreased  somewhat  in 
number  but  not  one  whit  in  class  spirit,  and  the  only  misfor- 
tune now  in  sight  is  the  fact  that  we  must  lose  Miss  Womble 
for  a  six  weeks  trip  abroad  before  Christmas.  It  is  rumored 
that  we  are  to  have  only  a  six  months  school  term,  and,  if 
so,  where  will  our  diplomas  be  ? 

Makch  6,  1909. 
Yesterday  ended  one  "short  senior  year" ;  no  commence- 
ment, no  diplomas,  no  nothing !    But  one  consolation,  our 
boys  last  night  won  their  second  debate  from  Greensboro. 

Makch  25,  1909. 
School  is  going  to  begin  again. 

Makch  27,  1909. 
All  the  seniors  received  notice  to-day  that,  unless  con- 
ditioned, they  needn't  return  to  school.    Shall  we  grieve  or 
rejoice  ? 

Apkil  24,  1909. 

Well,  we  are  going  to  have  Commencement  and  an  annual 
after  all.  Twelve  out  of  those  thirty-two  freshmen  of  1905 
are  ready  for  their  diplomas.  We  realize  that  we  have  not 
been  what  we  should,  but  our  ideals  have  ever  been  high, 
and  in  the  future  we  shall  strive  more  and  more  to  reach 
the  goal.  Myrtle  King, 

Historian  1909. 
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Class  Poem 


Twice  two  times  the  silent,  solemn  hand  of  Grod  hath 
Beckoned  each  season  hence  since  first  we  met  within  those 
Hallowed  walls.    We  met,  and  now  we  part  to  voyage 
ISTot  again  upon  these  placid  waters ;  but  o'er 
Billowed  waves  and  stormy  seas  to  lands  unknown  we 
ISiOw  must  bend  our  course  as  He  who  rules  above  hath  willed. 
Here  our  hearts  are  burdened  not  with  sad  farewells  or 
Secret  longings  for  the  days  gone  by ;  and  though  we 
JSTaught  can  give  of  worth  to  those  who  follow  near,  yet 
Thus  we  chant  our  song  of  praise  to  her  whom  praise  is  due : 

Mater,  Alma  Mater, 
Joy  be  thine  forever ! 
May  dissension  never 

Fall  thy  lot! 
For  thou  art  fairer  far 
Than  those  who  famed  are 

Above  thee. 

Mater,  Alma  Mater, 
Shine  in  thy  true  glory. 
Praised  in  song  and  story, 

Of  thy  sons. 
And  let  no  hateful  vaunt 
Or  e'en  a  spiteful  taunt 

Aggrieve  thee. 

Mater,  Alma  Mater, 
Thine  be  fame  eternal ! 
Praise  be  thine  supernal ! 

Evermore. 
And  thee  we'll  ever  love, 
While  shine  the  stars  above! 
Fare  thee  well. 

Frank  A.  Smethuest,  Poet. 
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Class  Prophecy 

May  21,  1919. 

While  lying  in  the  ham  mock  under  the  large  trees  at  twi- 
light, dreaming  of  the  past  and  especially  of  my  graduating 
day,  the  postman  brought  me  fourteen  letters.  I  had  never 
received  so  many  at  one  time!  In  my  breathless  hurry  to 
open  them  my  fingers  seemed  to  be  all  thumbs.  At  last, 
however,  they  were  read,  and  proved  to  be  from  the  mem- 
bers of  the  class  of  naughty-nine  inviting  me  to  visit  them. 
There  were  only  fourteen  letters — there  were  fifteen  in 
my  class  besides  myself.    Where  could  the  missing  one  be  ? 

How  I  wished  it  were  possible  to  accept  every  one  of  them. 
What  fun  to  see  them  all  again  and  to  renew  our  high 
school  days  together. 

"Oh,  for  a  magic  airship!"    I  sighed  audibly. 

Scarcely  had  I  spoken  when  I  heard  a  low,  whirring 
noise  by  my  side,  and  looking  down,  I  saw  a  tiny  creature 
with  tinier  wings  of  gauze  (I  knew  this  must  be  a  fairy), 
who  was  seated  in  the  tiniest  airship  that  had  ever  been 
built.    She  spoke  to  me  then  in  her  gentle  voice : 

"My  child,"  she  said,  "here  is  the  airship.  Get  in  and 
I  will  take  you  to  see  your  friends." 

I  looked  up  and  saw  an  airship  large  enough  for  me. 

"Oh  thank  you  so  much,  you  dear  little  fairy !"  I  ex- 
claimed as  I  stepped  into  the  ship. 

"Whither  shall  we  turn  our  course,"  she  asked. 

"Southward,  to  Georgia,  for  it  is  there  that  our  presi- 
dent lives,"  I  replied. 

As  the  ship  shot  upwards,  headed  toward  the  South,  I 
nearly  lost  my  breath  and  my  heart  beat  faster  and  faster. 
The  first  sensation  of  sailing  through  the  air  was  scarcely 
over  when  our  ships  dropped  to  the  earth  and  we  were  at 
Carl's  home  in  Rome.  He,  we  found,  when  he  left  the  Old 
North  State,  had  secured  a  position  in  the  leading  bank 
of  Georgia,  and  was  then  its  president.  However,  his  heart 
was  still  in  his  native  city,  for  he  was  soon  to  return  to 
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Nortli  Carolina  on  a  very  interesting  mission.  This  meant 
that  Raleigh  would  lose  one  of  her  fairest  daughters. 

Having  left  Georgia,  we  sailed  farther  south  to  Amzi's 
home.  There  we  learned  that  he  was  the  chief  of  the  civil 
engineers  in  the  employ  of  the  Southern  Railway.  For- 
merly Amzi  could  not  endure  people  who  lived  north  of 
Mason  and  Dixon's  line,  but  I  discovered  that  his  views  had 
changed,  for  there  was  a  fair -haired  daughter  of  the  North 
seated  not  only  peacefully  but  lovingly  by  his  side.  Thus 
were  the  blue  and  the  gray  united. 

"The  next  I  saw  was  little  Ike, 

I  thought  he  never  would  grow  long; 
But  you  may  bet  your  life 
That  he  has  gotten  'strong.'  " 

In  Columbia,  S.  C,  our  ships  touched  the  earth  before 
the  circus  tents  of  Barnum  and  Bailey.  Russell  was  the 
leading  clown  in  this  circus,  and  his  wife  was  one  of  the 
bareback  riders. 

In  her  high  school  days  Elizabeth  gave  promise  of  be- 
coming a  well-known  musician.  We  found  her  at  the  head 
of  the  music  department  at  the  Baptist  University  at  Ra- 
leigh.  Her  voice  was  gi-eatly  admired  by  Raleighites. 

In  all  our  wanderings  we  had  heard  no  word  of  the  miss- 
ing fifteenth  member.  On  we  sailed,  enjoying  the  delicious 
air.  Our  ships  dropped  a  few  miles  from  Rhamkatte,  where 
we  found  Henry  living  on  a  farm.  It  was  very  nicely  kept. 
However,  wonders  will  never  cease!  There  we  found  as 
Henry's  helpmate  the  missing  member  raising  chickens  and 
selling  eggs  for  pin  money. 

"Myrt"  was  keeping  house  for  her  father.  At  the  time 
we  saw  her  she  was  making  a  perfectly  beautiful  dress.  The 
daintiness  of  it  and  the  particular  pains  she  was  taking  with 
it  caused  me  to  wonder.  It  was  all  explained,  however,  on 
reading  the  day's  paper,  in  which  was  printed  an  invitation 
to  her  wedding.    Her  one  desire  was  soon  to  be  fulfilled. 

Douglas  was  at  the  head  of  a  prospering  business  college 
in  Garner,  where  he  had  twenty-three  students.  Hurrah  for 
Garner ! 
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Gladys  was  at  home  taking  a  short  rest  before  entering 
upon  her  duties  as  Assistant  Professor  of  Latin  at  Cornell. 
She  had  taken  a  trained  nurse's  course  but,  after  waiting 
several  years  in  vain  for  her  "affinity"  to  have  the  measles 
in  order  that  she  might  nurse  her,  she  gave  up  the  profes- 
sion in  despair. 

Julian,  who  always  seemed  to  be  a  lamb  among  ladies, 
was  really  a  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing;  for,  as  my  ship  sailed 
above  a  beautiful  church,  a  bridal  party  was  just  entering. 
The  groom  I  recognized  as  Julian.  JSTobody  would  have  be- 
lieved it  in  1909. 

The  next  stop  made  was  in  the  midst  of  some  beautiful 
grounds.  No  sound  of  talking  was  heard,  but  every  one 
was  working  his  fingers.  Who  on  earth  were  we  going  to 
see  in  this  place?  Coming  down  one  of  the  shady  walks 
was  a  familiar  figure.  Could  it  be  possible !  It  was  Rebecca. 
This  was  the  Deaf  and  Dumb  Institution  at  Morganton. 
Moral:  Don't  be  so  quiet  in  your  school  days  that  you  will 
lose  the  power  of  speech  in  your  later  life. 

We  paid  a  visit  to  the  capital  of  the  United  States.  Frank 
was  a  famous  lawyer,  and  his  fame  was  won  by  a  brilliant 
speech  in  the  Peace  Conference.    His  ambition  was  realized. 

One  of  Corinna's  teachers  had  prophesied  great  things  of 
her  as  a  teacher.  These  had  all  come  true,  btxt  at  the  time 
of  our  visit  she  was  spending  a  month  at  home  eagerly  wait- 
ing for  June.  On  the  third  finger  of  her  left  hand  there 
sparkled  a  solitaire  diamond,  and  thereby  hangs  a  tale. 

We  steered  our  ships  toward  the  west  and  landed  in  the 
Indian  Territory.  There  before  our  eyes  was  a  wigwam, 
outside  of  which,  contentedly  smoking  his  pipe,  was  Herman. 
Within,  cooking  the  evening  meal,  was  Minnehaha. 

What  a  long  way  from  home  we  were !  It  seemed  to 
me  that  we  sailed  for  an  hour  before  it  came  in  sight.  As 
I  began  falling  lower  and  lower  I  caught  my  breath,  and 
with  a  jump  realized  that  I  was  still  in  the  hammock.  My 
good  fairy  and  my  airship  had  disappeared. 

Emma  Isabella  Haynes, 

Prophet. 
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NAME 

Elizabeth  Bass  „ 
Isabella  Haynes. 

Corinna  Mlal  

Rebecca  Merritt. 

Myrtle  King  

Louise  Womble— 

Gladys  Dewar  

Ivan  Procter  

F.  Smethurst  

Herman  Briggs.- 
Henry  Faucette. 

D.  Jeffrey  

A.  Ellington  

C.  Betts  

Russell  Jones  

Julian  Rand  


 CLASS 

LOAFING  PLACE 

Library   

Hasn't  one  :  

New  Bern  Avenue  

Don't  loaf  

Down  town  

Library  

Depends  on  where  her  T.  L.  is— 

Out  Blount  Street  

Hicks'  upper  

Hicks'  lower  

Hillsboro  Street  

Doctor's  office  

Hicks'  lower  

New  Bern  Avenue  

At  home  

Cotton  Exchange  


NICK-NAME 

"Boss"  

'lb"  

'C'rinny"  

'Becco"   

"Gramma"  

"Squeezer"  

"G.  D."  

"Ike"  

"Fithers"  

"Honey  Boy" 

'Spickett"  

"Dong"  

"Damsi"  

"Nuts"  

"Wit"  

'J.  Paul"  


EXPRESSION 

Well,  good  evening. 
Can't  be  repeated- 
Well  I'll  be  John  

Get  ofif  the  earth  

Well  chilr'n  

"Csesar's  ghost"  

You  jay  bird,  you— 
You're  mighty  right 

Who  said  so  

By  thunder  

I'll   

Sho  'nough?  

You'll  find  out  

I'll  be  dogged  

Innumerable  

I'll  be  dogged  if  you 
do. 
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STATISTICS 


DBINK 

Eed  lemonade  

Limeade  

Simmon  beer  

Mllkshak*  

Buttermilk  

Cider  

Limeade  

"Strong"  lemon- 
ade. 

Don't  drink  

Locust  beer  

Water?  

Betsy  Ross  Rye- 
Grape  juice  

Simmon  beer  

White  lightning. 
Beer  


PASTIME 

Writing  to  her  bonnie 
Waiting  at  the  church 

Studying  Latin  (?)  

Translating  Latin  

Entertaining  self  

Playing  King  William 
Talking  to  her  T.  L.  — 
Trying  to  get  "strong" 

Trying  to  win?  

Riding  on  cars  

Singing  

Going  to  ball  games  

Riding  

Looking  for  a  girl  

Studying  Geom.  

Loafing  


SONG 

My  Bonnie  Lies  Over  the 

Ocean. 
Could  You  Learn  to  Love  a 

Little  Girl,  etc. 
'Way  Down  in  Georgia  

I'm  Afraid  to  Go  Home  in 

the  Dark. 
1  Love  Nobody  

Waltz  Me  Around  Again, 
Willie. 

I  Want  Some  One  to  Call  Me 

Dearie. 
Eveiybody  Likes  the  Girl  I 

Like. 

Patsey  Dear  

Laughing  Water  

Annie  Laurie  

Good  bye  Miss  ('Liza)  Jane 

Alice,  Where  Art  Thou  

Could  You  be  True  to  Eyes  of 
Blue. 

Love  Me  and  the  World  is 
Mine. 

I  Never  Done  Nothing  to 
Nobody.    


FLOWER 


Touch  Me  Not. 
Jonquil. 
Tulip. 
Hyacinth. 
Earl  y  Crocus. 
Sweet  William. 
Lily. 
Pink. 

Sweet  "P"ea. 

Mi(g)nonette. 

Queen  Anne's 

Lace. 
Sweet  Betsey. 

Red  Rose. 

Pansy. 

Wall  flower. 

Daisy. 
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Last  Will  and  Testament 


OF  THE  CLASS  OF  1909,  R.  H.  S. 

CORINNA  LEMAY  MIAL 

We,  the  members  of  the  senior  class  of  1909,  of  the  Ra- 
leigh High  School,  Raleigh,  IST.  C,  being  of  sound  body 
and  mind,  do  hereby  make  known  om*  last  will  and  t-estament, 
and  do  also  declare  any  former  or  future  ones  null  and  void. 

It  is  in  manner  and  form  as  follows : 

Article  I.  To  the  Jimior  Class  we  do  will  our  books,  our 
room  and  all  that  in  it  is  and  which  may  not  herein  be  men- 
tioned. Also  we  do  will  to  the  juniors  whatever  may  remain 
of  sheepskin  after  our  departure  into  higher  and  broader 
realms. 

Article  II.  To  the  Sophomore  Class  we  do  will  our 
right  of  laughing  only  when  there  is  something  to  laugh  at. 
Also  we  do  will  to  the  Sophomores  such  original  geometry 
examples  as  have  not  already  been  given  to  the  present 
Juniors ;  and  in  return  for  copies  of  examples  we  have  this 
year  worked  and  which  we  hereby  will  to  the  Juniors,  we 
would  recommend  that  the  latter  give  to-  the  Sophs  such  orig- 
inal examples  as  they  may  have  done  this  year.  It  is  not 
always  wise  to  let  the  world  know  just  what  one  possesses, 
so  we  do  most  heartily  advise  that  both  of  the  aforesaid 
classes  keep  quiet  concerning  this  gift. 

Article  III.  To  the  Freshman  CJlss  we  do  will  the  sole 
right  of  dealing  with  the  future  Freshman  Class;  also  the 
right  of  making  themselves  as  conspicuous  in  the  school  as 
the  present  Sophomores  have  made  themselves. 

Article  IV.  To  the  Geometry  classes  we  of  the  Senior 
Class  do  will  the  following: 

1.  An  instrument  for  trisecting  any  angle. 

2.  A  shorter  and  more  exact  method  of  finding  the  value 
of  II. 
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These  discoveries  were  made  by  a  member  of  the  Senior 
Class,  and  may  be  bad  upon  application  to  tbe  one  who 
made  them. 

Article  V.  To  the  Department  of  English  we  do  will 
our  "collection  of  compositions,  essays  and  criticisms,"  sin- 
cerely hoping  that  they  may  prove  as  valuable  as  did  the 
ones  willed  to  our  class.  There  is  one  condition  to  this 
article.  That  is  that  each  class,  when  entering  a  higher, 
must  will  its  share  of  the  collection  to  the  class  below  it. 

Article  VI.  To  the  Sophomore  and  Freshman  Algebra 
Classes  we  do  hereby  will  a  solution  to  the  following  example, 
''Given  x,  to  find  the  value  of  y." 

Article  VII.  To  the  two  Literary  Societies  we  do  will 
all  our  oratorical  flights  and  all  paper&  and  debates  on  public 
questions. 

Article  VIII.  To  the  "Student  Body,"  the  future  Fresh- 
man class  inclusive,  we  do  will  all  our  high  aims  and  ideals, 
said  aims  and  ideals  to  be  equally  divided  among  the  four 
classes.  These  we  do  will,  knovnng  that  if  we  of  the  Senior 
class  do  ever  need  high  aims  and  ideals  again  it  is  very  likely 
they  can  be  bought  at  very  cheap  rates. 

Article  IX.  To  the  girls  of  the  school  we  do  will  the 
privilege  of  climbing  out  of  the  window  under  the  left-hand 
staircase  as  you  enter  the  school,  cutting  across  the  Presby- 
terian churchyard  and  going  to  the  bakery  or  the  fruit 
stand ;  which  escapade  is  especially  interesting  and  exciting 
when  you  meet  one  of  the  teachers  and  persuade  her  "not 
to  tell." 

Article  X.  To  the  Junior  Latin  Class  we  do  most  gen- 
erously bequeath  our  entire  stable  of  "ponies,"  feeling  con- 
fident that  in  them  they  will  have  struck  a  bargain.  At  first 
sight  they  may  think  the  ponies  weak  and  incompetent,  but 
they  have  only  to  test  them  and  they  will  find  them  able  to 
carry  any  poor  tired  laborer  safely  across  river,  valley  or 
mountain.  In  case  the  Juniors  may  not  fully  appreciate  the 
value  of  this  most  liberal  gift,  we  do  here  make  known  to 
them  a  most  excellent  quality  which  the  ponies  possess.  If 


R.  H.S.-2 


17 


they  are  well  and  carefully  treated,  they  carry  one  over  any 
obstacle  which  may  chance  to  be  in  the  path,  and  they  do 
it  in  utter  silence,  so  that,  though  one  is  watched  closely, 
no  sound  is  heard  and  no  one  suspects  that  the  ponies  are 
of  any  peculiar  character.  But  be  you  of  the  Junior  Latin 
Class  sufficiently  warned  that  once  you  are  not  careful  with 
the  ponies,  they  will  immediately  whinny,  and  the  coveted 
prize  will  be  taken  from  you ;  and  we  do  tell  you  now,  from 
our  own  experience,  that  in  the  fight  you  will  be  so  crippled 
that  it  will  be  a  long,  long  time  before  you  are  again  able 
to  ride  one  of  these  especially  gifted  ponies  in  safety. 

Article  XI.  To  the  Faculty  we  do  will  their  salaries, 
feeling  that  having  pulled  us  through  four  years,  they  most 
assuredly  desen^e  them. 

Article  XII.  Last,  but  not  least,  to  that  most  honored 
body,  the  Faculty,  we  do  commend  our  reputation,  trusting 
them  to  keep  and  preserve  it  from  all  curious  public  gazers. 

As  executors  of  this  will  we  hereby  appoint  Messrs.  Jones 
&  Smith,  "attorneys  at  law." 

In  witness  whereof,  we,  the  members  of  the  Senior  Class 
of  1909  of  the  Raleigh  High  School,  do  set  hereunto  our 
names  and  seals,  this  22d  day  of  April,  1909. 

Signed,  sealed,  published  and  declared  by  the  class  of 
1909  as  its  last  wiU  and  testament,  in  the  presence  of  ones 
who  have  hereunto  set  their  hands  and  seals  as  witnesses. 
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Gentle  Knocks 


COBINNA  L.  MIAL. 

Russell  Jones: 

You  will  ever  be  called  "the  wit" ; 
Perhaps  some  day  you'll  make  "a  hit." 

Myrtle  King: 

You  always  say  just  what  you  think, 
Even  though  a  heart  it  sink. 

Henry  Faucette: 

Why  is  it  you  do  always  search 
Around  the  Presbyterian  Church  ? 

Gladys  Dewar: 

Though  one  our  room  may  quiet  see, 
When  you  come  in  a  stir  there'll  be. 

Carl  Betts: 

Though  you've  gone  away  to  Rome, 
We  bet  you  miss  the  folks  at  borne. 

Louise  Womble: 

Though  at  times  you  pious  are. 
At  others  from  a  saint  you're  far, 

Ivan  Procter : 

Why  is  it  you  do  like  to  roam 

Down,  so  near  a  Blount  Street  home  ? 
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Corinna  Mial: 

Your  headaches  may  convenient  be, 
But  you'll  get  caught,  as  we  shall  see. 

Hermon  Briggs : 

You,  of  course,  are  very  sweet 

When  you're  on  N.  Wilmington  Street. 

Isahelle  Haynes : 

Your  books  are  very  seldom  used; 
You  only  seek  to  be  amused. 

Amzi  Ellington: 

Why  do  you  think  it  necessary 
To  hang  around  the  cemetery  ? 

Julian  Band : 

You  may  look  to  be  a  saint 

But  fifteen  folks  (Seniors)  have  found  "you  ain't." 

Rebecca  Merritt: 

My  dear,  you  never  did  a  deed 
Regret  for  which  you'll  ever  need. 

Frank  Smethurst: 

You  do  to  all  indifferent  seem 
Except  to  those  on  whom  you  beam. 

Douglas  Jeffrey: 

Don't  you  hope  she'll  call  you  "Doug." 
When  you're  in  your  home  so  snug? 

Elizabeth  Bass: 

To  some  you're  known  as  Lizzie  Bass, 
But  t'  us  you're  known  as  "Busy  Lass." 
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SKETCH  OF  THE 

Synergetic  Literary  Society 

<%> 

Our  two  literary  societies,  which,  were  organized  three 
years  ago,  play  a  not  unimportant  part  in  the  life  and  work 
of  our  school.  They  are  instructive  to  the  students;  they 
are  entertaining  to  the  whole  school;  and  the  debaters  have 
taught  our  rivals  to  respect  the  name  of  Raleigh. 

The  first  meeting  of  the  Synergetic  Literary  Society  was 
held  October  15,  1906.  Under  the  able  leadership  of  Presi- 
dent William  Joyner,  and  with  Professor  Keeble  as  its  gen- 
eral adviser,  the  society  was  put  into  working  order  and 
started  on  its  road  to  success.  The  name,  which  has  since 
become  familiar  to  the  ears  and  dear  to  the  hearts  of  many 
R.  H.  S.  students,  and  closely  connected  with  the  success  of 
our  debaters  against  other  schools,  was  chosen,  meaning 
"Working  together.'"  Our  motto  also  was  selected,  "Epistas- 
thai  kai  Hedesthai/'  meaning  "^'Knowledge  and  pleasure."  A 
constitution  was  drawn  up  which  has  held  good,  with  a  few 
minor  amendments,  to  the  present  time.  A  committee  was 
appointed  to  prepare  the  program  for  each  meeting,  the  meet- 
ings being  held  every  two  weeks. 

Just  before  the  Christmas  holidays,  each  of  the  societies 
having  been  organized  nearly  three  months,  there  was  a 
joint  debate.  Excitement  ran  high  and  the  issue  was  very 
doubtful;  but  when  the  judges  rendered  their  decision,  it 
was  in  our  favor. 

With  the  new  year,  a  new  set  of  officers  took  charge,  with 
Mr.  Talmadge  Stafford  in  the  president's  chair.  Our  society 
gave  evidence  of  its  ability  by  furnishing  both  the  debaters 
who  won  a  victory  for  Raleigh  over  the  Durham  High  School 
in  April. 

Last  year  started  with  Mr.  George  Bagwell,  one  of  the 
heroes  of  the  Durham  debate,  as  president.  With  such  an 
able  leader,  the  society  had  a  most  successful  career,  and  at 
Christmas  won  another  victory  over  its  rival,  the  Pierian. 
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During  the  last  half  of  the  year  Mr.  Needham  Broughton 
was  president.  At  first  the  outlook  was  bright  for  debates 
with  both  Durham  and  Greensboro;  soon,  however,  it  was 
learned  that  only  the  one  with  Greensboro  would  be  held. 
At  the  preliminary  each  society  furnished  one  representative 
for  our  school  against  Greensboro.  Our  boys  went  into  the 
lion's  own  den  and  bearded  him  there,  making  two  out  of 
two  for  R.  H.  S. 

For  promotion  of  interest  in  public  speaking,  Mr.  Charles 
Harris  very  generously  offered  a  medal  to  be  given  to  the 
best  debater  in  the  school,  which  was  to  be  decided  by  a 
competitive  debate.  We  are  proud  to  state  that  at  the  de- 
bate, which  was  held  during  Conxmencement,  the  medal  was 
won  by  a  former  president  of  our  society,  Mr.  Talmadge 
Stafford. 

At  the  opening  of  the  present  year  there  was  the  most 
favorable  forecast  for  work  in  the  society.  With  Mr.  Her- 
mon  Briggs  as  president,  the  society  fully  justifies  the  opti- 
mistic presage.  There  was  much  of  genuine  interest  dis- 
played by  those  who  participated  in  the  exercises ;  and  while 
we  realize  that  there  is  yet  room  for  improvement,  we  have 
certainly  demonstrated  that  we  are  capable  of  making  use 
of  the  opportunities  offered. 

Officers  were  elected  directly  after  Christmas  for  the  last 
half  of  the  session,  Mr.  Seymour  Whiting  being  elected 
president.  This  last  part  of  the  session  was  very  short, 
owing  to  the  fact  that  the  schools  closed  March  5th.  It  was 
gratifying,  however,  to  witness  the  interest  manifested  in 
preparing  for  the  Greensboro  debate.  In  the  preliminary 
the  two  societies  again  divided  honors,  each  furnishing  one 
representative  to  win  over  Greensboro. 

When  we  consider  what  our  society  has  accomplished  in 
the  past,  when  we  remember  the  pleasure  and  instruction 
of  which  it  has  been  the  source,  our  hearts  fill  with  pride  as 
we  close  this  chapter  of  its  history  and  bid  it  Godspeed  upon 
its  journey  to  higher  development  and  greater  attainment. 

Seymouk  Whiting,  '11. 


SKETCH  OF  THE 

Pierian  Literary  Society 

During  the  second  session  of  the  High  School  two  literary 
societies  were  organized,  which  have  proven  most  effective 
and  influential  factors  for  three  years. 

The  first  regular  meeting  of  the  Pierian  Literary  Society 
was  held  October  24,  1906,  with  Mr.  Amzi  Ellington  as 
president  and  Professor  Morson  and  Misses  Womble  and 
Skinner  as  faculty  members.  We  were  soon  on  a  firm  foun- 
dation, the  interest  increasing  and  the  work  progressing 
steadily  since  then. 

On  January  11,  1907,  a  joint  debate  took  place  between 
the  Synergetic  and  Pierian  Societies.  The  debate  was  very 
spirited  throughout,  but  at  last  the  judges  decided  against  us. 

With  the  last  half  of  the  term  new  officers  came  in,  with 
Mr.  Wm.  Richardson  as  president.  In  the  first  public  de- 
bate we  had  no  representative,  but  this  did  'not  occur  the 
second  time ;  for  in  the  debate  with  Greensboro  we  were  most 
ably  represented  by  Mr.  Richardson,  and  the  'honors  were 
for  R.  H.  S. 

Last  year  we  had  as  president  for  the  first  term  Mr.  Joe 
Boushall.  In  spite  of  faithful  work  under  this  new  leader 
we  were  again  defeated  by  the  Synergetics  in  the  joint  de- 
bate at  Christmas.  Although  we  did  not  furnish  a  debater 
for  the  Commencement  debate  of  that  year,  we  feel  sure  that 
this  will  never  occur  again. 

The  work  this  year  has  been  very  enjoyable  to  all  those 
students  who  have  been  loyal  Pierians.  Girls  have  learned 
to  read  and  recite  much  better,  while  the  boys  have  learned 
to  shake  their  heads  and  hand  out  the  most  voluble  oratory 
accompanied  by  the  most  strenuous  gesticulations.  It  is  ad- 
mitted by  all  that  this  society  has  furnished  the  best  ma- 
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terial  for  tli©  magazine.  One  of  the  debaters  in  the  Greens- 
boro-Raleigh debate  was  a  member  of  this  society.  The  oflS.- 
cers  for  the  first  half  of  this  session  were :  President,  Amzi 
Ellington;  vice-president,  Lem  Yerby;  secretary  and  treas- 
urer, Miss  Elizabeth  Hill;  critic,  Miss  Skinner.  Eor  the 
last  half:  President,  Mr.  Carl  Betts;  vice-president,  Miss 
Myrtle  King;  secretary  and  treasurer,  Miss  Anna  Cowan 
Strong;  critic,  Miss  Womble. 

The  enthusiasm  and  inspiration  given  the  three  success- 
ful debating  teams  of  our  school  might  truly  be  credited  to 
the  literary  societies. 

We  hope  next  session  to  again  bring  victory  to  R.  H.  S. 

Gladys  Dewak.  '09. 
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Raps 

ETJSSELI,  JONES.  '09. 

It  is  no  longer  necessary  to  get  married  in  order  to  change 
your  name.  For  particulars  about  how  it  is  done  see  H. 
Frank  Faucette. 

In  memory  of  the  departed  Carl  Betts:  His  antics  were 
worthy  of  a  freshman.    So  spaketh  the  professor. 

We  all  have  our  faults,  so  what's  the  use  of  blaming  Her- 
man Briggs  for  being  afraid  of  a  barber  shop  ? 

"The  Song  of  a  Shirt"  was  written  by  Thos.  Hood  in  Lon- 
don, but  ''A  Song  of  the  Shirtless"  was  written  by  Amzi 
Ellington  on  the  occasion  of  his  late  visit  to  Goldsboro. 

J.  Paul  Rand's  musical  voice  lifted  in  song  has  been  sadly 
missed  for  many  mornings  past.  Perhaps  he's  saving  it  for 
grand  opera. 

"The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 
His  fleece  was  white  as  snow" — 

For  the  remaining  stanzas  of  this  beautiful  poem  see  Rus- 
sell Jones. 

So  far  we  have, not  been  persecuted  with  any  class  poems 
by  Frank  Smethurst,  but  he  must  have  suffered  a  relapse. 
The  result  of  his  ravings  may  be  found  on  another  page. 

Douglass  Jeffrey  does  not  claim  tO'  be  a  florist,  but  still 
he's  an  expert  on  sweet  "Betsey's." 
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Junior  Class  History 

Our  motto,  "Facta,  non  verta,"  we  hope  has  been  lived  up 
to ;  for  the  Junior  Class  has  successfully  passed  over  three 
years  of  high  school  work,  and  now  but  little  remains  to  be 
done  before  we  graduate.  And  how  good  it  will  be  to  be 
Seniors ! 

In  our  Sophomore  year  we  presented  the  Pierian  Society 
a  P.  L.  S.  pennant.  That  year  ou^r  president,  Miss  Patsey 
Smith,  was  chosen  sponsor  of  the  baseball  team  by  its  mem- 
bers.   She  was  the  only  girl  who  attended  all  the  games. 

We  have  had  several  members  of  our  class  officers  in  the 
societies,  and  all  have  done  their  work  in  them.  Some  of 
our  class  members  have  been  frequent  contributors  to  the 
Enteepeise;  some  editors  and  all  have  helped  to  promote 
the  magazine. 

Our  class,  when  organized,  had  thirty-five  members,  but  in 
our  Junior  year  there  are  only  twenty.  Let  us  hope  these 
will  continue  the  work  and  graduate  in  1910. 

The  officers  for  the  1908-9  term  were:  JSTina  Cooper, 
president ;  Alice  Woollcott,  vice-president ;  Chambers  Smith, 
secretary  and  treasurer ;  Peyton  Park,  prophet ;  Charles  Bus- 
bee,  historian;  William  H.  Richardson,  poet. 

Charles  Busbee,  Historian. 
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Junior  Poem 


Ohj  You  ^Taughty-ten  ! 
1. 

Freshmen  ?    Sophomores  ?    No  indeed ! 

We're  Juniors  if  you  please ! 
But  one  more  year  and  we'll  go  forth 

On  floVry  beds  of  ease. 

2. 

We'll  then  be  angels  (earthly  type) 
With  "sheepskin"  wings — and  gee ! 

You  ask  us  who'll  then  run  this  school, 
Just  wait,  you  kids,  and  see ! 

3. 

We'll  then  assert  our  rights,  you  bet; 

Boys,  won't  it  then  be  fun 
The  way  we'll  put  the  Juniors, 

Sophs,  Freshmen  on  the  run  ? 

4. 

Will  they  respect  us?    Wait  and  see! 

At  least  they'll  all  "be  good," 
For  if  they  don't — ^well  that's  enough, 

The  rest  is  understood. 

5, 

We'll  hold  our  meetings  when  we  please 

And  skip  geometry,  ' 
We'll  hitch  our  horses  to  the  sun 

And  learn  astronomy. 

6. 

And  when  next  year  we  fly  away 

Upon  our  sheepskin  wings. 
With  heads  brim-full  of  wisdom,  ah! 

We'll  feel,  by  George!  like  kings.  Pokt. 
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Fun  and  Rhyme 


ANNA  COWAN  STKONG,  '10. 


Miss  (  ?)  upon  her  hobby,  Bennett, 
Could  ride  at  such  a  pace 

The  juniors  on  their  brushed  ponies 
Could  scarcely  stand  the  race. 


— 8iviped. 


What  do  you  think  ''the  loud  laugh  that  speaks  the  vacant 
mind"  has  to  do  with  Laura  Ball  ? 

She :  ''You  don't  seem  to  have  any  sympathy  for  me,  even 
though  my  heart  is  broken." 

He:  "Everything  belonging  to  you,  dear,  seems  to  be 
more  or  less  broken." 

She :  "Yes ;  even  you  are  a  little  cracked." — Success. 

A  boy  laid  on  a  hornet's  nest; 

He  thought  it  was  a  pillow. 
His  family  laid  him  down  to  rest 

Beneath  a  weeping  willow. 

College  men  are  very  slow ; 

They  seem  to  take  their  ease. 
For  even  when  they  graduate 

They  do  so  by  degrees. 


— Athenian. 


-Exchange. 


Oh  wa'd  some  pow'r  the  giftie  gie  us 
To  see  some  folks  before  they  see  us, 
It  wa'd  from  hands  of  torture  free  us 

In  this  vale  below. 
For  we  could  to  jungles  hie  us. 
Where  the  bores  might  never  spy  us; 
Eather  have  the  wild  beasts  nigh  us 

Than  some  folks  we  know. 
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— Muse. 


MODERN  VERSION. 

"Mother,  may  I  go  out  to  spin  ?" 

"Yes,  my  darling  daughter. 
Spend  your  time  in  the  limousine, 

But  don't  go  near  the  chautfeur." 

— J udge. 

IT  DOESN^T  COME  OFF. 

"Say,  Daisy,  did  yer  see  when  I  took  hold  of  yer  hand  the 
funny  look  yo  ma  gave  me  ?" 

"Go  on,  Tim,  ma  didn't  give  it  to  yer ;  you've  always  had 
it. — Life. 

"They  always  talk  who  never  think," 

Oh,  Peyton !  you  are  heard,  but  not  regarded. 

IsTeeds  salting — and  a  great  deal  of  it — Anna  Strong. 

How  inconsistent  women  are; 

They'll  shriek  and  scream  at  mice. 
And  then  go  'round  with  large-sized  rats 

And  think  them  very  nice.  — Life. 

REWARDS  OF  SECOND  CHILDHOOD. 

"Revenge  is  sweet!"  the  young  man  cried, 

With  laughter  far  from  sad ; 
"Since  I've  grown  up  dear  mother  cuts 

My  duds  down  to  fit  dad."  — Puck. 


Collector  (endeavoring  to  raise  funds  for  a  widow  and 
orphans)  :  "Now,  Mr.  Flanaghan,  can  I  put  you  down  for 
a  small  subscription  ?" 

Flanaghan  (a  very  hard  case)  :  "Shure  it's  a  viry  laud- 
able objict,  and  ye  can  put  me  down  for  three  and  sixpence, 
and  the  Lord  knows  I'd  give  yer  the  money  if  I  had  it." — 
Shetch. 
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When  lovely  woman  plays  the  id  jut 

In  basket  bonnets  ultra  swell ; 
She — Lady  Vere  de  Vere  or  Bridget — 

She  looks  like  aitch  ee  double  ell. 

— Puck. 

"The  green  grass  grew  all  around."  How  about  it,  Fresh- 
men ? 

"An  empty  vessel  makes  the  greatest  sound."  And  what 
do  the  learned  Sophomores  know  about  that  ? 

A  LA  TENNYSON. 

The  bachelor  hath  a  merry  life: 

'Twere  better  to  have  loved  and  lost  , 

Than,  shackled  to  a  nagging  wife. 
To  be  forever  loved — and  bossed. 

— Life. 

Turn  failure  into  victory, 

Don't  let  your  courage  fade; 
And  if  you  get  a  lemon 

Just  make  the  lemonade. 

— Exchange. 

THE  VEKY  THING. 

Find  out  where 

The  Big  Stick's  at; 
Use  it  for 

A  baseball  bat. 

Day  after  day,  night  after  night, 

We  study  the  same  old  books. 
Some  look  as  if  they  wer^  grovping  bright, 

But  many  deceive  their  looks. 

— Exchange. 

Mary  had  a  little  hat 

ISTot  bigger  than  a  stopper; 
Mary  soon  got  rid  of  that : 

The  present  hat's  a  whopper. 

— Muse. 
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They  were  holding  midyear  examinations  in  one  of  the 
public  schools.  The  subject  was  geography.  One  of  the 
questions  was,  ^'What  is  the  equator  ?"  "The  equator,"  read 
the  answer  of  a  nine-year-old  boy,  "is,  a  menagerie  lion  run- 
ning around  the  center  of  the  earth." — American  Boy, 

"His  head  aglow" — Thomas  Boushall. 

A  man  addicted  to  stuttering  stepped  up  to  the  ticket  win- 
dow at  a  railroad  and  asked  what  it  would  cost  him  to  go  to 
New  York  by  freight. 

"By  freight  ?"  exclaimed  the  astonished  ticket  agent. 
"What  in  thunder  do  you  want  to  go  by  freight  for  ?" 

"Bec-c-cause,"  stammered  the  man,  "I  c-c-c-can't  exp-p-ress 
mys-s-self  very  w-well,  c-c-can  I  ?" — Ladies  Home  Journal. 

You  might  as  well  kill  a  man  as  scare  him  to  death — Miss 
Waitt. 

"Lord  what  fools  these  mortals  be" — Senior  Class. 
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Athletics 

JULIAN  KAND.  '09. 

While  athletics  in  the  High  School  have  not  been  overly 
successful  in  the  wscy  of  victories  this  season,  they  have  been 
marked  by  the  greatest  enthusiasm  among  the  student  body 
and  has  occasioned  a  vast  amount  of  good.  Our  reverses  did 
in  no  wise  dampen  the  ardor  of  the  school,  but  on  the  other 
hand,  made  us  more  eager  to  meet  the  enemy.  Perhaps  one 
reason  for  our  defeats  is  the  lack  of  equipment.  The  school 
officials  have  been  greatly  hampered  in  pecuniary  matters  the 
past  year,  and  it  was  no  fault  of  theirs.  We  have  no  doubt, 
however,  that  in  the  coming  year,  athletics  will  be  further 
promoted  by  the  school,  and  the  baseball  and  football  teams 
of  next  year  will  have  greater  success  than  those  of  1908  and 
1909. 

The  past  year  has  brought  forth  much  latent  material  and 
many  new  stars,  both  on  the  gridiron  and  on  the  diamond. 
On  the  football  field  Betts  was  a  most  brilliant  satellite.  Al- 
though this  year  marked  his  debut  on  the  football  field,  nearly 
every  time  the  full-back  Avas  called  upon  to  hit  the  line  the 
referee  generally  announced  a  gain  of  from  two  to  ten  yards. 
Faucette  was  a  close  second  if  not  equal  to  Betts,  and  he  hit 
the  line  with  his  old-time  ferocity.  Briggs,  Goodwin,  Har- 
ris— in  fact,  the  whole  team — were  on  to  their  jobs,  although 
the  majority  of  the  team  were  new  in  the  game. 

Now  to  come  to  baseball.  With  the  exception  of  Faucette 
and  Harris,  the  entire  team  was  "green."  Here  Ellington, 
the  captain,  and  a  new  addition  to  the  team,  was  probably 
the  star.  He  led  his  team  in  batting,  with  high  average,  and 
he  fielded  almost  perfectly.  Betts,  Briggs,  Faucette  and 
Mooneyham  were  mighty  close  behind  the  "Cap."  Mooney- 
ham  is  deserving  of  special  mention.  Direct  from  the  gram- 
mar school,  he  plays  left  field  in  such  a  manner  as  to  give 
promise  of  an  excellent  future,  and  reminds  one  of  "Lefty" 
Hoffman.  "I^uff  said."  It  may  be  said  that  Wyatt  is  one 
of  the  best  infielders  developed  at  the  High  School. 
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Miss  Patsey  Harry  Smith, 
Sponsor  of  the  Football  Team. 
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Thompson  School 

Vita  Vocat. 

Life  calls  us  day  by  day. 
I  hear  its  call,  but  still  I  disobey; 
I  pass  on  with  a  smile, 
Thinking  t'  obey  after  a  while. 

Life's  tired  at  my  delay, 

I  will  not  yet  obey; 

And  no  more  I  hear  the  call 

That  once  upon  my  ear  did  fall. 

Life!  once  again  call  me, 
I  will  now  list  to  thee; 
I  see  the  error  of  my  ways, 
I  now  regret  those  wasted  days. 

But  now  no  more,  I  fear. 
That  sweet  call  I  will  hear; 
O  the  joy  had  I  obeyed. 
Misery  now,  for  I  delayed. 

Nell  S.  Idek. 


R.  H.  S.— 3 
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Sophomore  History 

The  High  School  at  last,  and  Mrs.  Barbee  and  Mr.  Mor- 
son!  It  all  meant  so  much  to  us  then — Freshmen,  as  we 
were,  and  it  still  means  so  much  to  us  now — Sophomores  as 
we  are.  As  Freshmen  we  were,  indeed,  ''fresh,"  but,  pa- 
tiently bearing  the  woes  of  freshmen,  we  finally  reached  the 
land  of  the  Sophomore.  The  Sophomore  Class  was  organized 
in  October,  1908,  and  the  following  officers  elected:  Presi- 
dent, Seymour  Whiting;  vice-president,  Philip  Woollcott; 
secretary  and  treasurer,  Annie  Willson;  poet,  Laura  Ball; 
historian,  Susannah  Busbee. 

When  we  think  that  our  second  year  is  drawing  to  a  close, 
it  is  hard  to  realize  that  half  of  our  high  school  course  is 
gone.  Yet  we  know  it  has  not  been  in  vain,  and  if  our  class 
continues  as  it  has  we  feel  that  the  class  of  '11  will  not  be 
entirely  forgotten. 

The  Sophomore  Class  has  been  well  represented  in  ath- 
letics and  has  contributed  largely  to  the  Enterprise. 

We  are  exceedingly  proud  of  our  Sophomore  debater,  l^eal 
Ivey,  who  greatly  helped  in  mnning  the  debate  between  Ra- 
leigh and  Greensboro  High  Schools,  and  we  point  with  pride 
to  the  work  of  our  Sophomore  scientists. 

Though  all  will  not  return  next  year,  may  as  many  as  pos- 
sible do  so,  and  may  it  be  said  of  us,  that  we  kept  our  motto, 
"To  hold  fast  to  high  ideals." 

Susannah  Busbee. 

Histoi"ian, 
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Taps 

GLADYS  DEWAK.  '09. 

"If  any  fool  is  by  my  satire  hit 
Let  him  hiss  aloud  to  show  you  all  he's  bit." 

Bass — To  herself  a  better  friend  than  all  the  world  besides. 
Merritt — She  would  turn  over  half  a  library  to  write  one 
paper. 

King — ^Whose  little  ( ?)  body  lodged  a  great  mind. 

Dewar — The  laws  of  fate  I  can  neither  control  nor  dis- 
pute ;  I  am  what  I  am. 

Mial — ISTight  after  night  she  sat  and  bleared  her  eyes  with 
books  (?). 

Haynes — The  loud  laugh  that  speaks  the  vacant  mind. 
Womhle — She  speaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing. 
Jeffrey — As  idle  as  a  painted  ship  upon  a  painted  ocean. 
Betts — From  children  expect  childish  things. 

.  Faucette — 

Mislike  me  not  for  my  complexion : 

'Tis  but  the  shadowed  livery  of  the  burnished  sun, 

Jones — ISTot  Hercules  could  have  knocked  out  his  brains, 
for  he  had  none. 

Procter^ — ^With  a  very  sweet  face  and  an  out-of-sight  nose. 
Briggs — 'Tis  true  you  are  overboots  in  love. 
Ellington — And  I,  who  know  all  things,  fear  nothing. 
Smethurst — Would  that  the  gods  had  made  thee  poetical. 

Band — 

Full  well  they  laughed  and  counterfeited  glee : 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he. 
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The  Great  Picture 

PATSEY  H.  SMITH.  'lO. 

It  is  a  stone  house  of  great  size,  indeed  it  looks  like  some 
large  baronial  mansion  of  the  Middle  Ages,  now  rapidly  fall- 
ing into  decay ;  for  many  of  the  lofty  towers  are  almost  cov- 
ered with  moss,  the  quaintly-shaped  windows  overhung  with 
clinging  vines,  and  upon  a  second  glance,  it  may  be  noticed 
that  only  a  part  of  the  structure,  the  less  dilapidated  left  wing, 
is  used  as  a  dwelling.  In  a  room,  in  the  left  wing  of  this  old 
edifice,  known  from  time  immemorial  as  the  chateau  of 
Arinestufe,  hangs  a  large  oil  portrait  covering  almost  one 
side  of  the  wall,  which  evidently,  from  its  exquisite  coloring 
and  delicate  outlines,  is  the  work  of  some  old  master,  long 
since  gone  to  add  to  the  role  of  dead  but  not  forgotten  paint- 
ers. This  is  the  portrait  of  a  young  girl  of  no  ordinary 
beauty,  whose  style  of  dress  and  coiffure  savors  of  the  age  of 
Louis  XIV,  and  whose  delicately  moulded  features,  arched 
brows  and  large,  beautifully-shaped  dark  eyes,  in  whose 
depths  the  slightest  tinge  of  melancholy  is  visible,  need  not 
the  flash  of  the  jeweled  coronet,  shining  in  her  rich,  dark  hair, 
to  prove  her  to  be  of  noble  birth.  The  girl  in  the  picture  is 
the  young  Countess  of  Berythonda,  the  once  cherished  fa- 
vorite of  the  Court  of  the  Fourteenth  Louis;  and  the  art 
by  which  her  beauty  is  so  perfectly  portrayed  is  more  highly 
accentuated  by  the  bareness  of  the  surroimdings. 

In  this  same  neat  but  otherwise  meagerly  furnished  room 
is  a  group  of  five:  three  children,  a  small,  dark,  middle-aged 
woman,  evidently  French,  and  a  tall,  graceful  girl  of  about 
eighteen,  who,  with  her  delicate  profile,  beautiful  coloring, 
and  deep,  dark  eyes,  bears  a  striking  resemblance  to  the 
young  countess  in  the  partrait.  The  woman,  Madame  Mar- 
sinon,  is  speaking  in  a  low  voice,  which  has  the  sound  of 
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good  breeding  in  it,  while  a  look  of  sadness  deepens  the  lines 
of  care,  delicately  traced  upon  her  refined  face. 

"Yes,  my  children,  as  bad  as  it  may  seem,  the  picture  of 
your  beautiful  ancestress,  which,  after  the  accounts  had  been 
settled,  upon  the  untimely  death  of  your  father,  was  left, 
with  the  exception  of  this  ruined  old  chateau,  our  sole  pos- 
session of  any  value,  must  go  at  last.  If  it  were  only  a  ques- 
tion of  selling  the  portrait,  no  amount  could  induce  me  to 
part  with  it,  for  my  income,  small  as  it  is,  will  enable  us  to 
get  along  very  nicely,  though  we  live  quite  simply ;  but,  you 
see,  your  father  owed  a  great  amount  of  money  to  a  certain 
Frenchman;  and  at  his  death,  knowing  that  he  could  never 
hope  to  pay  it,  in  his  will  left  this  picture,  worth  more  than 
the  debt  and  interest  combined,  to  this  man,  Francois  Brab- 
bante.  This  Brabbante  did  not  come  to  claim  his  possession ; 
and  so  after  many  years,  hearing  nothing  from  him,  I  thought 
it  unnecessary  to  tell  any  of  you  about  this  unfortunate  pro- 
vision in  your  father's  will.  But  upon  this  unhappy  day, 
while  none  of  you  were  at  home,  a  young  artist,  recently  ar- 
rived from  Italy,  where  he  has  been  studying,  drew  rein 
before  Arinestufe,  and  it  is  to  him  that  the  picture  belongs, 
for  he  is  Jacques  Brabbante,  the  son  of  the  man  to  whom 
your  father  owed  the  vast  amount  of  money." 

"Oh,  mother,"  cried  the  young  girl,  Celestine  Marsinon, 
"can't  we  do  something  to  keep  the  beautiful  countess.  Why, 
think  how  ugly  and  bare  the  old  place  would  look  without 
the  picture !" 

"It  is  a  masterpiece,  certainly,  and  one  of  the  most  ex- 
quisite portraits  I  have  ever  seen,  but  nothing  can  be  done, 
my  child,  the  picture  does  no  longer  belong  to  us ;  the  Countess 
of  Berythonda  must  go  to  another."  A  deep  silence  fol- 
lowed these  decisive  words,  broken  after  a  few  moments  by 
Celestine,  who,  quickly  dismissing  the  gloom  from  her  face, 
and  catching  up  the  smallest  child,  gave  her  an  aifectionate 
whirl  and  exclaimed  as  she  sat  her  down  again : 

"See  here,  the  sun  is  setting  and  here  we  sit  a-moping, 
while  les  enfants  are  longing  for  their  supper.  Wait  here, 
and  in  a  moment  I  will  bring  the  milk  that  has  been  cooling 
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b}'  the  side  of  the  fountain" ;  and  with  these  words  she  ran 
lightly  from  the  room,  down  a  flight  of  worn  stone  steps  and 
out  into  a  beautiful  old-fashioned  garden,  where  all  kinds  of 
flowers  bloomed  in  the  greatest  profusion  and  where  the 
rich  color  of  some  crimson  roses,  clustering  upon  a  near-by 
trellis,  was  reflected  in  the  waters  of  the  fountain. 

As  the  girl  makes  her  way  to  the  foimtain,  the  stones 
around  which  are  covered  with  moss  and  overgrown  with 
weeds,  she  snatches  a  full-bloom  rose  from  off  the  trellis  and 
deftly  winding  it  in  her  curling  hair,  bends  low  over  the  water 
and  reaches  far  into  the  cool  depths  for  the  stone  jar.  Just 
at  this  moment  a  horseman,  making  his  way  around  the  cor- 
ner of  the  chateau,  comes  in  sight  of  the  garden  and  stops 
abruptly,  his  rather  handsome  face  blushing  from  sheer  pleas- 
ure at  the  beauty  of  the  picture :  the  old  garden,  overshad- 
owed by  the  picturesque  walls  of  the  chateau,  the  crimson 
roses,  reflected  in  the  water  and  the  graceful  figure  of  the 
young  girl,  kneeling  by  the  side  of  the  fountain. 

»»****♦ 

It  is  midsummer,  and  the  roses  upon  the  trellis  have  on  a 
richer  hue  and  blush  a  deeper  crimson  in  the  reflecting  water* 
of  the  fountain.  Gracefully  leaning  upon  the  low  stone  wall 
which  surrounds  one  side  of  the  garden  in  the  shadow  of  the 
trellis,  is  a  young  girl,  clad  in  a  simple  white  dress,  with  a 
single  red  rose  in  her  hair,  whose  archly  beautiful  face  is 
flooded  with  color  as  she  gazes  with  laughing  eyes  at  a  young 
man,  who  stands  not  far  off  painting  upon  a  huge  canvas. 
The  young  artist  cares  no  longer  to  possess  the  partrait  of  the 
Countess  of  Berythonda,  indeed  he  has  scarcely  given  it  a 
thought  since  the  evening  when  he  first  came  unexpectedly 
upon  the  far  fairer  picture  in  the  old  garden.  All  the  zeal 
in  his  ardent  nature  is  bent  upon  the  painting  of  the  picture, 
and  all  the  love  of  his  heart  lavished  upon  the  young  girl  of 
whom  the  picture  is  to  be  painted,  and  therefore,  surely  it  is 
not  strange  that  by  this  one  portrait  the  young  artist  became 
famous  and  that  this  work  came  to  be  called  the  "Great  Pic- 
ture" ;  for  what  task  is  too  difficult  to  accomplish  when  Love 
lends  his  helping  hand  ? 
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History  of  the  Freshman  Class 

.  ^ 

Here  we  are,  the  greenest  in  color,  but  the  greatest  in  num- 
ber and  juvenile  enthusiasm.  We  are  still  babies  in  our  High 
School  career,  having  just  completed  the  first  year.  Still  we 
feel  that  our  achievements  for  this  year  are  worthy  of  record. 

Is  there  one  among  us  who  can  ever  forget  our  first  impres- 
sions when  we  entered  the  High  School  in  September,  1908  ? 
First,  there  was  the  excitement  over  which  literary  society 
to  join  (Pierian  or  Synergetic).  The  majority  of  the  class 
joined  the  Synergetic.  Then  came  the  election  of  officers. 
The  Freshman  class  met  and  elected  the  following  officers : 

President — Mr.  Leland  Harris. 

Vice-Presidents  of  Section  B — Miss  Louise  MeClenaghan  and  Mr.  Frank 
Norris. 

Vice-Presidents  of  Section  A — Miss  Elizabeth  Wilson  and  Mr.  Lorenz 
White. 

Secretary  and  Treasurer  of  Section  B — Miss  Jane  N.  Ray. 

Secretary  and  Treasurer  of  Section  A — Miss  Martha  Steinmetz. 

Historian — Mr.  Floyd  Elsom. 

Editor  of  Section  B — Mr.  Charles  Eldridge. 

Editor  of  Section  A — Mr.  Carey  Hunter. 

Class  Colors — Pink  and  White. 
Flower — Sweet  Pea.  Motto — "Excelsior." 

After  the  election  of  officers,  the  fun  began  when  the  Fresh- 
men were  called  upon  to  take  part  in  the  debates.  We  ac- 
tually made  the  Sophs,  grow  uneasy  in  this  particular. 

We  are  all  expecting  to  be  back  next  year,  and  are  deter- 
mined to  push  nobly  on  until  our  efforts  are  crowned  by  a 
diploma  from  the  Raleigh  High  School.  So  confident  are  we 
of  our  ability,  that  we  feel  as  though  we  could  subsist  though 
cast  upon  a  desert  island  with  sands,  and  where  the  rain  never 
falls.  We  are  hearty  Soyars  and  each  has  promised  to-be-a- 
man. 

Thus  we  stand  with  our  faces  to  the  moraing,  hoping  some 
day  to  reach  the  goal  of  our  ambition,  a  diploma  from  the 
High  School.  May  we  hold  fast  to  our  purpose,  keep  our 
motto,  and  eventually  go  forth  to  be  a  blessing  to  our  coun- 
try, and  an  honor  to  Alma  Mater.  F.  E.,  Historian. 
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Who's  Who  in  R.  H.  S. 

Most  handsome  K.  Bernard. 

Most  popular  P.  Harris. 

Most  intellectual  8.  Whiting. 

Most  prominent  N.  Ivey. 

Biggest  eater  D.  Jeffrey. 

Biggest  gasbag  P.  ParJc. 

Best  athlete  H.  Briggs. 

Biggest  bluff  F.  Procter. 

Wittiest  A.  Strong. 

Laziest  P.  Harris. 

Gamest  Annie  Willson. 

Biggest  sport  Ivan  Procter. 

Best  all-round  girl  P.  Smith. 

Biggest  flirt  Betsey  Haywood. 

Cutest  M.  Steinmetz. 

Most  original  N.  Calvert. 

Quietest  E.  Baugh. 
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Caesar's  Ghost 


FRANK  BROWN,  'll. 

Jim  and  I  had  long  since  become  known  as  two  of  the 
most  mischievous  and  least  studious  of  any  boys  in  the  whole 
school,  and  now,  with  a  Latin  examination  for  the  morrow 
staring  us  in  the  face,  we  were  paying  dearly  for  our  past 
pleasures  and  mischief -making  by  the  usual  pre-examination 
"stuffing"  indulged  in  by  such  students  as  ourselves. 

Accompanied  by  sounds  of  a  cat  fight  on  the  fence  behind 
our  window,  a  double  shuffle  in  the  next  room,  and  by  un- 
mistakable signs,  in  the  shape  of  a  strong  smell  of  frying 
ham,  of  a  banquet  across  the  hall,  we  were,  aided  by  these 
evidences  of  scholarly  "industriousness"  and  by  much  rapid 
skipping  and  turning  over  of  two  pages  at  once,  getting  along 
famously,  when — 

"Suddenly  there  came  a  rapping, 
Like  Professor  gently  tapping, 
Tapping  at  our  chamber  door." 

Jim  hurriedly  shoved  the  "pony"  he  had  been  riding  fu- 
riously into  its  table  drawer  stable,  and,  after  much  vain 
peeping  through  the  transom  to  see  who  the  undesired  visitor 
might  be,  opened  the  door.  Then  things  commenced  to  hap- 
pen, for,  Lo  and  behold !  as  the  door  swung  back,  who  should 
step  in  but  the  author  of  the  commentaries  we  had  just  been 
studying,  Ccesar  himself? 

Jim  at  once,  and  without  warning,  formed  a  huge  knot  on 
his  head  and  a  hole  of  corresponding  size  in  the  ceiling;  then, 
possibly  remembering  that  he  had  an  important  engagement, 
he  slid  under  the  bed  in  a  fashion  that  would  have  made  a 
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highland  nioccasin  jealous,  leaving  me  to  face  the  terrible 
Caesar  alone. 

When  I  became  aware  of  this  fact,  my  heart,  as  is  usual 
when  a  person  gets  frightened,  leaped  into  my  mouth.  But 
it  did  not  remain  there;  for,  no  sooner  had  it  arrived  than 
my  chattering  teeth  clamped  down  upon  it  and  sent  i^, 
heavily,  all  the  way  down  into  my  shoes,  and  there  it  ro 
mained  as  a  dead  weight.  Finally,  having  regained  my 
tongue,  which  had  accompanied  my  heart  on  its  quick  jour- 
ney to  my  feet,  I  managed  to  stutter,  "S-s-ay,  Mr.  Caesar, 
W-w-what  d'ye  w-w-ant?" 

"You,"  came  from  the  mouth  of  that  dignitary  in  a  sten- 
torian voice.    "Both  of  you." 

At  that  I  began  to  feel  my  hair  being  invisibly  attracted 
upward ;  and,  on  glancing  longingly  toward  the  bed,  I  per- 
ceived that  Jim,  in  spite  of  the  weight  above  him,  was  doing 
his  best  to  accomplish  another  aerial  trip  to  the  ceiling.  I 
verily  believe  that  if  the  thing  had  kept  up  much  longer  both 
Jim  and  I  would  have  gotten  almost  frightened.  As  it  was, 
when  Caesar  told  us  to  follow  him,  we  recognized  the  voice 
of  Raymond  Dink  Green,  who  was,  as  his  name  implied,  a 
dinky  little  Freshman  with  whom  Jim  and  I  had  recently 
had  an  affair  in  which  brushes  and  blacking  played  a  most 
important  part. 

This  was  more  than  we  could  stand.  We  were  obliged  to 
get  even  with  that  nervy  Freshy,  and  we  had  to  do  it  now. 

Accordingly,  Jim  seized  the  mighty  Caesar's  legs  from  be- 
neath the  bed,  while  I  pinioned  his  arms  to  his  side.  Then 
we  took  off  the  Roman  toga  and  beneath  found — nothing! 
The  ghost  had  fooled  us  by  counterfeiting  the  Freshman's 
voice,  and  we  had  dared  to  attack  a  spirit! 

By  this  time  we  began  to  feel  that  we  were  almost  scared ; 
and  so,  when  the  head  of  Caesar  slid  down  the  electric  light 
wire  and  perched  itself,  like  Poe's  raven,  just  above  our 
chamber  door,  where  he  was  soon  joined  by  his  arms,  which 
came  in  by  Avay  of  the  chimney,  we  made  haste  to  beg  his 
pardon.    But  Caesar  ignored  our  obeisances  and  calmed  our 
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fears  by  saying,  smilingly,  "Well,  boys,  what  do  you  say  to 
having  a  little  fun  ?  Let's  go  down  stairs  and  scare  up  Pro- 
fessor Blank  a  bit." 

Of  course  we  agreed,  and  accompanied  by  the  head  and 
arms  of  Caesar,  we  truly  entered  the  lion's  den. 

Professor  Blank,  when  we  entered  his  room,  was  engaged 
in  the  nightly  occupation  of  a  great  many  people,  namely, 
snoring  in  a  trombone-like  and  nasal  tone.  Caesar's  head 
came  over  toward  me  with  the  bouncing  motion  which  de- 
notes the  possession  and  wse  of  feet,  and  with  his  arm  handed 
me  a  pin  with  the  words,  "Wake  him  up,  son." 

Not  knowing  what  else  to  do,  I  said  "All  right,  Pa," 
and  went  to  the  professor's  bedside,  put  the  pin  to  the  bottom 
of  his  foot,  and  gave  a  shove.  The  professor  awoke  with  a 
howl;  and  seeing  that  I  had  done  my  work  well,  I  looked 
about  for  the  approbation  of  that  gentleman,  but  only  in  time 
to  see  him  thrust  his  fist  in  his  mouth,  give  a  mighty  swal- 
low, and  disappear.  Then,  I  shall  never  forget  the  awful- 
ness  of  that  moment,  I  awoJce. 

Before  me  sat  Professor  Blank,  one  hand  engaged  in  ex- 
tracting a  pin  from  his  foot,  the  other  engaged  in  many  angry 
gestures,  and  his  mouth  engaged  in  accompanying  the  ges- 
tures with  equally  angry  words.  I  didn't  wait  to  explain, 
but  went  to  my  room  as  fast  as  possible,  l^ever  before  had 
I  walked  in  my  sleep,  and,  needless  to  say,  I  hope  I  never 
shall  again. 
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THOMAS  A.  PARTIN  CO. 

Always  Something  New 


Ladies '  and  Misses ' 
Furnishings 

Tailored  suits,  skirts,  wai^s, 
muslin  underwear,  knit  un- 
derwear, corsets,  gloves, 
hosiery,  ribbons,  l?ices,  metal 
and  imitation  shell  novelties, 
silk,  wool,  linen  and  cotton 
dress  materials,  embroid- 
eries, handkerchiefs,  etc. 


THOMAS  A.  PARTIN  CO. 

131  Fayetteville  St.        Raleigh,  North  Carolina 
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Salem  AcaJem/ 
and  College 

For  Girls  and  Young  Women 


SEND  FOR  CATALOa 


THOS.  H.  BRIGGS 
6  SONS 

RALEIGH,  N.  C. 

HARDWARE 

BASEBALL  GOODS 
GUNS 

It  Pays  to  Buy  of  the  Big  Hardware  Men 
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BOYLAN-PEARCE  CO.     ^'^^'''^^^  ^  OYLAN-PEARCE  CO.  ^ 

PvALElGH  S  GREATEST 

DRY  GOODS  STOPvE 


Everything  for  the  Women 

The  Largest  Dealers  in  the  City 

Dress  Goods,  Silks  and  Trimmings,  White  Goods, 
Linens,  Laces  and  Embroideries,  Gloves,  Hand- 
kerchiefs, Hosiery  and  Underwear. 

Ps.eady'tO'Wear  Garments 

Tailor-made  Coat  Suits  Costumes,  Lingerie,  Net 
and  Silk  Waists,  Walking  Skirts  and  Petticoats. 

New  York  and  Paris  Millinery 

Imported  and  American  Hats,  Tailor-made  Hats 
and  OUR  OWN  make,  Children's  Hats,  Caps  and 
Bonnets. 

Carpets,  Art  Squares,  Matting  and  Linoleums 

Contracts  taken  for  public  and  private  buildings. 
The  making  and  laying  is  free.  Quality  con- 
sidered, our  prices  always  the  lowest. 


BOYLAN-PEARCE 
COMPANY 


206  FAYETTEVILLE,  ST.  If  208  SALISBURY  STREET. 
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Coal,  Wood 
Ice,  Brick 

RALEIGH,    NORTH  CAROLINA 


RALEIGH  CHRISTIAN  ADVOCATE 

RALEIGH,  N.  C.  Established  1855. 


As  a  family  religious  paper  and  an  ad- 
vertising' medium,  the  Raleigh  Christian 
Advocate  has  proved  its  excellence  for 
over  half  a  century. 


Address 

T.  N.  IVEY,  Editor  and  Business  Mgr. 

Raleigh,  North  Carolina 


CHAS.  E.  JOHNSON.  PRESIDENT.  F.  H.  BRIGGS.  CASHIER. 

Raleigh  Banking  &  Trust  Co. 

THIRD  GENERATION 

Raleigh  National  Barik  1865-1885 
National  Bank  of  Raleigh  1885-1905 

Offers  every  facility  as  a  Bank 
Every  Security  as  a  Trust  Co. 

TIME  TRIED  AND  PANIC  TESTED 
1865         ===  1909 

R.  H.  S— 4  49 


The 
North  CaroUna 
College  of  Agriculture 
and  Mechanic  Arts 


The  State's  Industrial 
College 


COURSES  IN 


Agriculture 
Civil  Eledlrical  and  Mechanical  Engineering 
Textile  Arts  and  Indu^rial  Chemi^ry 


FOR   CATALOG    APPLY  TO 

REGISTRAR 

WEST  RALEIGH,  N.  C. 
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DOBBIN-FERRALL  /us  125 

I  FayetteviUe 
I^U.  y  Street 

Dry  Goods  of  All  Kinds  and 

Ready -to 'Wear  Garments  for 
Ladies  and  Misses,  and 
Furnishings  for  Men 

8^  THE  BEST  AT  THE  LOWEST  PRICES 


BARRETT  &  THOMSON 

Architects  and  Engineers 

RALEIGH,  N.  C. 

DR.  F.  D.  CASTLEBURY 
DENTIST 

115  1-2  FAYETTEVILLE  ST.  RALEIGH,  N.  C. 

JOHN  T.  PULLEN,  Pres.        N.  W.  WEST,  Vice-Pres.        CHARLES  ROOT,  Cashier 

Raleigh  Savings  Bank 

CAPITAL  AND  SURPLUS,  $75,000.00 

FOUR   PER   CENT   INTEREST   PAID    ON  DEPOSITS 
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Raleigh  High  School  March 
Winds  Up 


AT 


Alfred  Williams 

W   \^U»  Buying  Good 

Fountain 
Pens  at 


COMMERCIAL  NATIONAL 
BANK 

RALEIGH,  NORTH  CAROLINA 


Solicits  the  Bank  Accounts  of  the  Young  People  of 

the  City 


DR.  ERNEST  H.  BROUGHTON 
Dental  Surgeon 

special  Attention  Given 
Diseased  Gums 

Office  and  Residence  116  Fayetteville  Street,       Raleigh,  N.  C. 
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Royster's  Candy 

c  ;n  Md^de  Every  Da^y  (^=^ 

  ==^ 

It's  Alwd^ys  Fresh 

POWELL  &  POWELL 

Coal,  Wood  and 
°  =  =  Block  Coal 

WOOD  CUT  TO  ORDER  RALEIGH,  N.  C. 


OloollcottDryQoods 

(Opposite  Post-Office) 

EVERYTHING  in  HEADWEAR 
for  the  Ladies  as 
well  as  the  Misses 


THE  BEST  PLACE  TO  EAT 

STAR  LUNCH  ROOM 

PROMPT,  POLITE  ATTENTION 

The  Place  You  Get  that  15c.  Dinner.     On  the  Corner— Be  Sure, 
HARGETT  and  SALISBURY. 


E.H.S.-6 
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USE  GAS  for  LIGHT 
USE  GAS  for  FUEL 


Standard  Gas  &  Electric 

TELEPHONES  228    CO«    124  Fayetteville  Street 
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Greensboro  jfemale  College 

GREENSBORO.  N.  C. 


IvBGANT  New  Building  with  every 
modern  comfort  and  convenience,  and 
new  furniture  and  equipment  through- 
out. I.ITERARY,  SCIENTIFIC,  CLAS- 
SICAL, and  BUSINESS  COURSES. 
SCHOOLS  OF  MUSIC,  ART  and  EX- 
PRESSION. Full  corps  of  able  and  ex- 
perienced teachers,  specialists  in  their  several 
departments.  ::  TERMS  MODERATE. 

For  Further  Information 
Appi,y  to 

LUCY  H.  ROBERTSON.  President 
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-mrjr  meet  me  at  the 

FOUNTAIN 

Tucker  Building 
Pharmacy 

Agents  for  Nunally's  and  Huyler's 
FINE  CANDIES 


folly-  Wynne  Jewelry  Co. 

Watches,  Clocks,  Jewelry 
Cut  Glass,  Fancy  China 
and  Silverware 

«©"Let  Us  Engrave  Your  Visiting  Cards,  Stationery, 
Wedding  Invitations,  etc.  FINE  WATCH  AND 
JEWELRY  REPAIRING  A  SPECIALTY. 


STATIONERY 

BLANK  BOOKS  and  LOOSE-LEAF  DEVICES 

Everything  for  the  Office.    We  give  Post  Cards  with 
Tablets.    Waterman's  Ideal  Fountain  Pens. 
Best  line  of  Post  Cards  in  the  City. 

The  Office  Stationery  Company 

[JAMES  E.  THIEM,  Manager 

Capital  City  Phone  844-F  Times  Bldg.,  12  E.  Hargett  St- 


DR.  N.  M.  CULBRETH 
DENTIST 

Raleigh.  N.  C. 

Office  on  Sth  Floor  "No  Stairs  to  Climb" 
Masonic  Temple  Take  Elevator 
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"it's  worth  the  difference 


WORKERS  IN  ARTISTIC  PHOTOGAPHY" 
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Catalogue  on  Request 


Best  Shave!  Best  Hair  Cut! 
Best  Massage! 

M.  C.  BUFFALOE 

BARBER        13  W.  Hargett  Street 
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